I almost felt sad graduating from middle school because I've never seen Miss Redford again. Except for the few times that I did see her in the grocery store that is. Now when I went to high school, I had another detention teacher that I spent probably an equal amount of time with, if not even more time, because in high school is when the bullying was probably at its peak. And, of course, that's where Miss Rainey was. Once she retired, there was another guy named Mr. Peabody. And he was a white guy with white hair. And he basically gave me the same treatment. And I always thought the reason he did it was because he was terrified of being called a racist since the rest of the staff was black. Which is nothing wrong with that. But I think that's why he was really hard on me and the other white kids. When I was in detention, I don't really remember seeing many black kids in there with me, except for one guy who I think was in there for an entire semester for trying to stab another student. He was one of my bullies, of course, but luckily, I wasn't one of the people he stabbed.

The teacher there was a really sweet woman named Miss Pitchford named Miss Pitchford. She was a black woman in her late 30s. And she was a very pretty woman,

that almost everyone and attention had a crush on. She had freckles, and she was light skin. And the thing that she let us do was read books. Instead of doing the whole dictionary star copying thing, and I was a lot happier, just do the books, to write them and to read them. And since I spent most of my time in high school, and there with her, me and her sort of built a rapport together, even though we weren't supposed to talk in detention, me and her did quite often. I was very anti christian at that point. And she was a church going woman. And a very sweet one at that. That's the thing about the tension teachers, though, they have to be strict because that's their job. But deep down, both of them that I dealt with were really good people that just had a job to do. So I hold nothing against either one of them. But was Pitchford was a very God fearing woman. And she gave me a Bible to read, because I had nothing else that they had finished reading another Stephen King novel, or whoever I was reading at that point. And I asked her if I could borrow a Bible to read mainly out of boredom, but also out of curiosity, because I never really read the Bible. And she was happy to oblige. And we had discussions about religion, and the free time. And even though we had those talks, I never really became religious again until I was in my late 20s, which was nearly 15 years later, but I'll never room. But I'll never forget

her.

or Miss Redford, who treated me so well. And treated Hello students like shit, I guess because they knew that I was coming to detention not because I was a troublemaker or that I was trying to do anything wrong. It was just that they knew I was fighting back against the people that were bullying me they got away with it. That gave me a very serious hatred of public school though, because I always felt like I was being persecuted and ostracized and beaten up daily and having things stolen from me and anytime I defended myself I was in the wrong

but that's just how it is. And I would never put my kids through that. Ever if I did have kids, which I doubt, there was one particular incident where a certain student did try to stab me up there.

And I got in trouble. Of course, I was brought into the principal's office, once again, which was my frequent hangout spot, really, during my high school years, and I finally got sick of it and told him to call my dad to pick me up. Because I was just not gonna deal with this persecution anymore that day. So they called him and he asked to speak to me before anything. So I

explained what happened. And what ended up happening was, I was led back to the principal's office after that,

because the phone was outside, and the main lobby, while the principal left the room to talk to dad, right, I tried that, but I wasn't in the room to hear what happened. Well, I'm not exactly sure what dad told the principal, but it must have been pretty raw, for lack of a better term, because he came back and he looked white as a ghost. And I asked him, if he was mad at me, if my father was, and he said, I quote, no, I think he's a lot more mad at me than he is at you.

Later in life. When I was talking to my dad, one day recently, I asked him, What did you say to the principal that day?

He said that he, more or less yelled at the principal custom out and told him, What the hell are they supposed to do? Let him kill him before you do anything about it, and a bunch of other stuff that I'm sure could not be put down on paper. But that's all he remember that he said. It wasn't really just the teachers that were ostracizing and bullying, and just persecuting me all throughout my public school life. I mean, it was the teachers, the faculty, the students, everyone, and I don't have a persecution complex, it's just the fact that I didn't take shit off of anybody. I was one of the few that would fight back against the bullies. Because in my school, there are certain ethnic group that are brought up, which I have nothing against To this day, but that particular group back then got away with everything because it was rainy. So they would use that freedom to basically torture all the other students that were white or, you know, any other race. And that's just how it was back then. I'm not sure if it's any different now. And I pray it is I pray that the students and faculty are a lot better than they used to be. But I have my doubts. Because not long. before the time of writing this, my nephew, who's grown now was being picked on by one of those ethnic children. And it ended up erupting into a fight, where my nephew penned this kid to the ground and beat the hell out of him. And then the teacher did something about it. But apparently, this kid would go and torture my nephew all the time, hitting him upside the head, hitting him with his backpack, and just, you know, pestering him in class and the teacher would never do anything about it. And I don't know why they're like that. Because maybe they're just you know, so woke now, but when it happened to me, the work craze wasn't going on because the woke thing didn't happen until far after. I was out of high school, like I graduated high school in 2007. And the work thing didn't really blow up until 2014. So I'm not sure what's going on up there. But it's just that's how it is. Maybe I just had bad luck. One particular incident where it was quite funny about the black students up there that I remember, and I always thought it was hilarious and I wonder if they still remember it, but um, There was a new principal that came through name is done levy. And she was a very snooty private school type that was threatening to make us wear uniforms and all of this other stuff that never came to fruition, thank God, probably because the county was not going to pay for that, because we were broke already to begin with. The county that I grew up in was very poor. And it was very, about 5050, white and black. And there really wasn't any other races, but nobody really had any income. So there was no budget for such a thing. And she came in. And she was talking about how we are going to get school uniforms. And that if you sag your pants, you would get written up. And you'd have to go home. Or you'd had to tie a string around your waist and all of this other dress code stuff, which I don't know, it was stupid because it was high school and who really cared. Because at the end of the day, high school is pointless anyway. So why do you care that much. That's one thing I never understood about teachers, they care so much about something so meaningless. And they get paid nothing to do it. It's like they get on a power trip. They make 30 grand a year to babysit teenagers and treat him like shit. And then they want to bitch about how much they're paid when,

I mean, they picked their job, they knew what they were going to make. You know, they dug that hole. And now they get to sit in it.

Which is their fault. But anyway, the black kids all came to school and protest now with signs and not trying to burn things like black lives matter does now. But what suits on all of them came to school in their Sunday's best beautiful suits, shiny, expensive, nice suits. They were just, you know, very well made and just clean and they just looked great. They look sharp and at the start was hilarious because they were wearing the opposite of what they were wearing before. Basically to make fun of the principle for being such a prissy uptight pitch. And about a week of this goes on with them all wearing suits, and the principal finally withdrew her Dang. There was quite a sight to behold, really. And honestly, I do say that there was a lot of negativity with the non white students towards me what the bullying and the harassment and how the faculty was racist towards me and the other whites in the school. But honestly, I would say maybe it was three or four out of about 200 of them. So I think that's a big part of why I didn't turn out racist was just the fact that there were so many good ones that were my friends that I loved that I cherish that still talk to to this day that outweighed the bad ones, which most of them ended up in jail. All the ones that bullied me, they always they ended up turning out going to jail for drugs or murder or other violent crimes. It was just it was a shame. But that's what happened. Drugs and violent crime has gotten them all in prison now. And I would say karma is a bitch but honestly, I think it was a failure in the home probably and good riddance.
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